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A C T I. 

SCENE T. 
Others Orchard and House. 

Enter Orlando^ and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fa- 
shion liequeath'd rac : By will, but a poor thousand 
crowns ; and, as thou say'st, charg'd my brother, on 
his blessing, to breed me )^'ell : and there begins my 
sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and 
report speaks goldenly of his profit : for my part, he 
keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak more pro- 
perly, stays me here at home unkept : For call you 
that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that diflfers 
not from the stalling of an ox ? His horses are brcd^ 
better ; for, besides that they are fair with their feed- 
ing, they are taught their manage, and to that end 
riders dearly hir'd: but I, his brother, gain nothing 
under him but growth; for the which his animals on 
his dunghills are as much bound to him as L Be- 
sides this nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the 
something that nature gave me, his countenance 
seems to take from me : he lets me feed with his 
hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, as much 
as in him lies, mines my gentility with my education. 
This is it, Adam, that grieves me; and the spirit of 
my father, which I think is witliin me, begins to 
mutiny against this servitude : I will no longer en- 
dure it, though yet I know no wise remedy bow to 
avoid it, 

Jdam. Yonder coqjies my masltt, ^ovxt V>t^^«* 
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Orl: Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake me up. 

; [Adah retires a lillle. 

Enter Oliver. 

Oli. Now, sir, what make you here ? 

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make anything. 

OIL What mar you theto, sir ? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which heaven made, a poor unworthy brother of 
yours, with idleness. 

OIL Marry, sir, be better cmploy'd, and be naught 
awhile. 

OrL Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
thi^m? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
^liotrld come to such penury ? 

X)}L KnovV you where you arc, sir ? 

^rl. O, sir, vcfy tvell : here in your orchard. 

X)li. Kn6w you before whom, sir ? 

OrL Ay^ better than he I am before knows me. I 
klioWf yoti ate tny eldest brother ; and, in the gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know tne : The 
<:0urtesy of nations allows you my better, in that 
yoCi are the first-born; but the same tradition takes 
not a^ay rtiy blood, were there twenty brothers "be- 
twixt us: I have as much of my father in me, as you ; 
albeit, I confess, your coming before me is nearer to 
his reverence. 

on. What, toy I 

OrL Come, cotfte, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. 

[Lays hold on him. 

i)lL Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. I am no villain : I am the youngest son of 
j^ir tlowland de Bois : he was my father ; and he is 
thrice a villain, that says, such a father begot villains: 
Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this 
hand from thy throat, till this other had pull'd out 
thy tongue for saying so : thou hast rail'd -on thyself. 
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Adam. [Advances."] Sweet masters, be patient ; for 
your father's remembrance, be at accord. 

on. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till I please : you shall hear me. 
[Loosfs Aim.] My father charged you in his will to 
give me good education : you have trained me like a 
peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all gentle- 
man-like qualities: the spirit of my father grows 
strong in me^ and I will no longer endure it : there- 
fore allow me such exercises as may become a gen- 
tleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left 
me by testament ; with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

OIL And what wilt thou do ? Beg, when that is 
spent? Well, sir, get you in: I will not long be 
troubled with you: you shall have some part of your 
will : I pray you leave me. 

0/7. I will no further offend you than becomes 
me for ray good. 

\Exit Orlando. 

OIL Get you with him, you old dog. 

Aiam. Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. — Heaven be with my 
old master 1 he would not have spoke such a word. 

[Exit Adam. 

Oti. Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me ? 
I will physick your rankness, and yet giye no thou- 
sand crowns neither. 

\Exit. 

SCENE II. 

A Ro9m in Oliver's House. 

Enter Oliver. 
OiL Hola, Dennis ! 

_ • 

Euier Dbnnis* 

Den. Calls your worship ? . • 

OU. Was not Charles^ the DuWs ^xt^<^>\)t»^Ni^ 
Mpeak with me ? 

B X 



S AS TOU LIKE IT. 

Den. So please you, he is herie, and importunes 
access to you^ 

OIL Call him in» ^ 

[^Exit Dennis* 
'Twill be a good way; and to-morrow the wt^stling 
is. 

Enter Charlrs. 

Cha. Good morrow to your worship. 

OIL Grood monsieur Charles !— what *s the new 
news at the new court ? 

Cha^ There 's no news at the court, sir, but the old 
news: that is, the old duke is banish'd Wy hrs younger 
brother the new duke; and three or four loving lords 
have put themselves into voluntary exile with him, 
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke; 
therefore he gives them good leave to wander. 

OIL Can you tell, if Rosalind, the old duke*s 
daughter, be banish'd with her father ? 

Cha. O, no; for the new duke's daughter, her cou- 
sin, so loves her, — ^bcing ever from their cradles bred 
together,— that she would have followed her exile, or 
have died to stay behind her : She is at the court, 
and no less belov'd of her uncle than his own daugh- 
ter ; and never two ladies lov'd as they do, 

OIL Where will the old duke live ? 

Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of Ar- 
den, and a many merry men with him; and there 
they live like the old Robin Hood of England : they 
say, many young geptlemen flock to him every day ; 
and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in the golden 
world. 

OIL What, you wrestle to-morrow before the new 
,duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I caine to acquaint you 
with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to under- 
stand, that your younger brother, Orlando, hath a 
disposition to come in against me; to try a fall : To- 
Dnorrow, sir, 4 wrestle for my credit ; and he that 
escapes me without some biokeulkab, %b3Al;iLCG^\t 
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him well. Your brother is but young and tender $ 
^nd, for your love, I would be loath to foil him, as I 
must, for my own honour, if he come in : therefore, 
out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you 
withal ; that either you might stay him from his in- 
tendment, or brook such disgrace well as he shall run 
into ; in that it is a thing of his own search, ^nd al- 
together against my will; 

0//. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shalt find^I will most kindly requite. I 
had myself notice of my brother's purpose herein, 
and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 
him from it; but he is resolute. I '11 tell thee, Charles, 
— it is the stubbornest young fellow of France ; full 
of ambition, an envious emulator of every man's good 
parts, a secretand villainous contriver against me his 
natural brother ; therefore use thy discretion ; I had 
as lief thou didst break his neck as his finger; And 
thou wert best look to 't ; for if thou dost him any 
slight disgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himself 
on thee, he will practise against thee by poison, co- 
trap thee by some treacherous device, and never leave 
thee till he hath ta'en thy life by some indirect means 
or other : for, I assure thee, and almost with tears I 
speak it, there is not one so young and so villainous 
this day living. I speak but brotherly of him; but 
should I anatomize him to thee as hdis, I ttixxst blush 
and weep, and thou must look pale and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : If 
he come to-morrow, I '11 give him his payment : If 
ever he go alone again, I '11 never wrestle for prize ' 
more : ' And so, heaven keep your worship ! 

[E^if Charles. 

0//. Farewell, good Charles. — ^Now will 1 stir this 
gamester : Ihope, I shall see an end of him ; for my 
soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than 
he. Yet he *s gentle; never school'd, and yet Tearn'd; 
full of noble device; of all sorts enchantingly be- 
loved; and, indeed, 50 much in the heart of the world, 
and especially of my own people, that I am altogether 
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nisprizM : but it shall not be so long ; this wrestler 
shall clear all. — Nothing remains, but that I kindle 
the boy thither, which now I '11 go about. 



SCENE III. 
jt Lawn before the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Rosalind, and Cblia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be 
merry. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am 
mistress of; and would you yet I were merrier ? Un- 
less you could teach me to forget a banished father, 
you must not learn me how to remember any extra- 
ordinary pleasure. . 

Cel. Herein, I see, thou lov*st me not with the 
full weight that I love thee : if my uncle, thy banish -d 
father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my father, 
80 thou hadst been still with me, I could have taught 
my love to take thy father for mine; so would*st 
thou, if the truth of thy love to me were so righte- 
ously tempered as mine is to thee. 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, 
to rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir : for what he bath taken away 
from thy father perforce, I will render thee again in 
affection ; by mine honour, I will ; and when I break 
that oath, let me turn monster: therefore, my sweet 
Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
sports. Let me see : What think you of falling in 
love ? 

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make sport withal : 
bflt love DO man in good earnest ; nor no further in 
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sport neither^ than with safety of a pure blush thou 
may'st id honour come off again. 

Ros. What shall he our sport then ? 

Ce/. Let us sit and mock the good housewife, For- 
tune, from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth 
be bestow'd equally. 

Ros. I would, we could do so ; for her benefits are 
mightily misplaced: and the bountiful blind woman 
doth roost mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. 'T is true : for those, that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes hon^^t ; and those, that $hci iQakdS ho- 
nest, she makes very ill-favour'dly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou go' st from fortune's office fo 
nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in 
the lineaments of nature. 

CeL No ? When nature hath made a fair crea- 
ture, may she not by fortune fall into the fire ? — 

[/^Mo«/,-^ToucHSTONE sings.'] 
Though nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath 
not fortune ^ent in this fool to cut off the argument ? 

Enfer Touchstone. 

How now, wit ? whither wander you ? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. 

Gel. Were you made the messenger ? 

Touch. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to 
come fo^ you. 

Ros. Where learn'd you that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his ho- 
nour they were good pancakes, and swore by his ho- 
nour the mustard was naught : now, I '11 stand to it, 
the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was good; 
and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of 
your knowledge ? 

Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wisdom* 

Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knavc« 

Cel. By our beards, if we had iVxcm^ xXvQi^\%:cXx 
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Touch By my knavery, if I had it, then I were : 
but if you swear by that that is not, you are not for- 
sworn : no more was this knight, swearing- by his 
honour, for he never had any ; or, if he had, he had 
sworn it away, before ever he saw those pancakes or 
that mustard. 

CeL Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news. 

CeL Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Ros. Then shall we be newscramm'd. 

Cel. All the better ; we shall be the more mar- 
ketable. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Bon jour f Monsieur Le Beau : What 's the news ? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
sport. 

Cel. Sport ? Of what colour ? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam ? How shall I 
answer you ? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

CeL Well said; that was laid on with a trowel. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies : I would have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost the 
Sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may see the end ; for the 
best is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they are 
<:oming to perform it. 

CeL Well, — the beginning, that is dead and 
buried. , 

Le Beau. There comes an old man, and his three 
sons, >■ ' ■ 

CeL I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men» of excellent 
growth and presence ; 
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Ros. With bills on their necks^— rB^ // known tmto 
all men by these presents j '- 

he Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles^ the duke's wrestler; which Charles in a mo- 
ment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, that 
there is little hope of life in him : so he serv'd the 
second, and so the third : Yonder they lie; the poor 
old man, their father, making such pitiful dole over 
them, that all the beholders take his part with weep- 
ing. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost? 

he Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day ! it is 
the first time that ever I heard, breaking*of ribs was 
«port for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
musick in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon 
rib-breaking P— Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ? 

Z/i? Beau. You must, if you stay here : for here i» 
the place appointed for the wrestling, and they arc 
ready to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure; they are coming : Let us now 
stay and see it. 

\A Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.'] 

Enter Duke Frederick, Eustace, Louis, Charles, 
Orlando, Getitlemen, and Guards. 

Duke F. Come on ; since the youth will not be en* 
treated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks success- 
fully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin ? are you 
crept hither to see the wrestling i 

kos. Ay, my liege j so pleaw ^ow ^^t^^Vs»t.. 
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Duke F. You will take little delight id it, I can 
tell you, there is such odds in the men : In pity of 
Ihe challenger's youth, I would fain dissuade bim, 
but he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies ; 
set if you can move him. 

CeL Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duie F. Do so ; I *ll not be by. 

[^akes his sea$. 

JLe Beau, Monsieur the challenger, the princesses 
call for you. 

OrL I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles the 
wrestler ? 

, ^ OrL No, fair princess ; he is the general challen- 
ger : 1 come but in, as others do, to try with hiai the 
4rtrength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
for your years : You l\ave seen cruel proof of this 
man's strength : if you saw yourself with your eyes, 
©? knew yourself with your judgment, the fear of 
3rour adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to em- 
brace your own safety, and give over this attempt. 

Ros. Do, young sir ; your reputation shall not 
thcreforC'tbe mispriz'd : we will make it our suit to 
the duke, that the wrestling might not go forward. 

OrL I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts^ wherein I confess me much guilty, to deny 
^ fiair and excellent ladies apy thing. But let your 
fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to my trial : 
wherein if I be foil'd, there is but one shamed that 
^as nevqr gracious ; if kilKd, but one dead that is 
willing to be so ! I shall do my friends no wrong, 
for I have none to lament me: the world no injury, 
for in it I have nothing; only in the world I fill up a* 
place, which may be better supplied when I have 
made it empty. 

Ros. The little strength that I have^ I would it 
were with you. 

CfL ADd m\i6% iQ eke out h6re« 
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Res. Fare yoifi well. Pray heaven, I be deceived in you ! 
€el. Your heart's desires be with you. 
Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is so 
desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orl. Ready, sir ; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 
Cha. No, I warrant your grace ; you shall not en- 
treat him to a second, that have so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to mock me after ; you should not 
have mock'd me before.: but come your wa)^. 
Bos. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 
CeL I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. 

Ros. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets ^ 

while 
Charles and Orlando wrestle. 
Charles is thrown. 
Duke F. No more, no more. 
Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace ; I am Jiot yet well 
breath'd. ' 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ? 
. Touch. He cannot speak, my lord. 
Duke F. Bear him away. 

Charles is carried away by the Guards^ 
Touchstone going^ before them. 
What is thy name, young man r 

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of sir 
Kowland de Bois. 

Duke F. I would, thou hadst been son to some 
man else. 
The world esteemM thy father honourable ; 
But I did find him still mine enemy : 
I would, thou hadst told me of another father. 
[^Flourish of Drums and Trumpets^ 
\Exmnt Duke Frederick, Eustace, Loois, Le 
BeaUj^ and Gentlemen. 
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" Orl. I am more proud to be sir Rowland*s son, 
His youngest son ; — and would not change that call 

ing, 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Cel. Were I ttiy father, coz, would I do this? 

Ros. My father lov'd sir Rowland as his soul. 
And all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his son,. 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 
Ere he should thus have ventured. 

CdL Gentle cousin. 
Let us go 'thank him, and encourage him : 
My father's rough and envious dispositibn 
Sticky me at heart.-— Sir, you have well deserv*d : 
If you do keep your promises in love. 
But justly, as you have exceeded promise, 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

Ros. Gentleman, 

[Giving him a chain from her nech 
Wear this for me ; one of suits with fortune ; 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means.— • 
Shall we go, coz ? 

Ceh Ay :— Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

OrL Can I not say, I thank you ? My better part« 
Are all thrown down; and that which here stands op, 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 

Ros. He calls us back : My pride fell with my for- 
tunes : 
1 11 ask him what he would.— Did you call, sir P-s—* 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Ceh Will you go, coz ? 

Ros. Have with you : — Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Celia, and Rosalind. 

OrL What passion hangs these weights upon roy 
tongue ? 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference. 
O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown j 
Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 
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Enter Le Beau. 

Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place: Albeit you have descry 'd 
High commendation, true applause, andlov^; 
Yet such is now the duke's condition, 
That ho misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed,* 
More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 

OrL I thank you, sir : and, pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two vvas daughter of the duke 
That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
manners ; 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish*d duke, 
And here detained by her usurping uncle. 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that, of late, this duke 
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece ; 
Grounded upon no other argument, *» 

But that the people praise her for her virtues. 
And pity her for her good father's sake ; 
And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well ; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

OrL I rest much bounden to you : fare you well ! 

[^Exi$ Le Beau. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother : — 
But heavenly Rosalind ! 

lExit. 

SCENE IV. 

' An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Rosalind^ and Celi a. 

CeL Why, cousin ; why, Ro^iVm^ V— Ojx^>2L\sia?^ 
wrcy /— Wot i» word ? 
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Ros. Not one to throw at a dog* 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upon curs, Ihrow souie of them at me* But is 
all this for your father ? 

Ros. No, some of it for my child's father : O^ hot 
full of briars is this workingrday world I 

C^l. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee 
in holiday foolery; if we walk not in the troddco 
paths^ our very petticoats will catch them. 

Ros, I could shake them off my coat ; these bats 
are in- my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try ; if I could cry hemi and have 
him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler than 
myself. 

CeL O, a good wish upon you !— But turning 
these jests out of service^ let us talk in good earnest: 
Is it possible, on such a sudden j you should fall into 
$0 strong a liking with old sir Rowland's youngest 
son? 

Ros. The duke my father lov*d his father dearly. 

CeL Doth it therefore ensue, that you should loft 
his son deatly? By this kind of chase, I should hak 
him, for my father hated his father dearly ; yet 1 hal? 
jnot Orlando. 

Ros. No Yaith, hate him not^ for my sake. 

CiL Why should I ? doth he not deserve well ? 

Ros. Let me love him for that ; and do you lofc 
him, because I do. 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Eustace, Loujs, and 

Gentlemen* 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you^ with your safest 
haste. 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle? 

DaJte F. You, co\!»in : 
Within these ten days if Ihal ^^u\fcHlfex«A 
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So near our publick court' as twenty miles. 
Thou diest for it. 

Ros. IKrieels.] I do beseech your grace, 
Let mt the knowledge of my fault bear with me : 
If with myself i hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mioe own desires; 
If thai I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle. 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn. 
Did I offend your highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors ; 
Jf their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself : — 
Let it suffice thee, that 1 trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tell ipe, wnereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke jPl Thou art thy father's daughter, there 's 
enough. 

Ros. [Rises.'] So was I, when your highness took 
his duKedom ; 
So was I, when your highness banish'd him : 
Treason is not inherited, my lord ; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends. 
What 's that to me ? my father was no traitor ; 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Ci?/. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay'd her for your sake. 
Else had she with her father rang'd alpng. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay. 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse. 
If she be a traitor, 

Why so am I ; we still have slept together, 
'Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together ; 
And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swans, 
Still we went coupled^ and inseparable. 

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee; and her 
smoothness, 
Her very silence, and her patience. 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
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Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright^ and seem moR 

virtuous, 
When she is gpne : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banish'd. 
. Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, rsj 

liege ; 
i cannot live out of her ibmpany. 

Duke F. You are a fool : — ^You, niece, provide 
yourself; 
If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 
\Flourish of Drums and Trumpets^ 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick, £ustac1| 
Louis, and Gentlemen. 

Cel O my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go! 
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev*d than I am. 

JRos. I have more cause. 

CeL Thou hast not, cousin ; 
Pr'ythee, be cheerful : know'st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish'd me his daughter? 

Ros. That he hath not. 

CeL No ? hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the I6v« 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sundered ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No ; let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 
Say what thou canst, I '11 go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shall we go ? 

Cei. To seek my uncle. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

CeL 1 '11 put myself in pooF and mean attire. 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along, 
And never stir assailants. 
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Ros. Were it not better, 
Because that I am more than common tall^ 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-ax upon my thigh ? 
A boar-spear in my hand ? — and (in my heart 
X»ie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We *11 have a swashing and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Ceh What shall I call thee, when thou art a man ? 

Ros. I'll have no worse a name than Jove's own 
page. 
And therefore look you call me, Ganymede. 
.But what will you be call'd ? 

CeL Something that hath a reference to my state : 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

jRo^. But, cousin, what if we assayed to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

CeL He '11 go along o'er the wide world with me ; 
licave me alone to woo him : Let *s away. 
And get our jewels and our wealth together; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hicfe us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight. 

Ros. Now go we in content, 
To liberty, and not to banishment. 

[Exeunt. 

END OF ACT U 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. . 

« 

Oliver's Orchard and House. 
Enter Orlando, and knocks at the Door. 
Orl Whq 's there > 

Enter Adam. 

Adam. What ! my young master ?— O, my gentle 
master, 
O, my sweet master^ O, you memory 
Of old sir Rowland ! why, what makp yoo here? 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant? 
Why would you be so fdnd to overconie 
The bony priser of the humorous duke ? 
Your praise is come too swiftly honie to you. 
Know yog not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle ixiaster. 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to yqu. 
O, v^bat a world is this, when what is comely- 
Envenbms him that bears it ! 

Orh Why, what 's the matter ? 

Adam. O unhappy youth. 
Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
,Your brother . 

Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie. 
And you within it : if he feil of that. 
Re will have other means to cut you off : 
I overheard hinii, and his practices. 
This is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
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Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have 
me go ? / 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here* 

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food ? 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, or know not what to do : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather .will subject tne to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so : I have five hundred crowns^ 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father. 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse. 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, / 
And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 
Take that ; and He that doth the i:avens feed. 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 
£e comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; ' 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 
L'll do the service of a younger man 
In all you,r business and necessities. 

Orl. O, good old man ! how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
An^y havijQg that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old roan, thou prun*st a rotten tree^ 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield. 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 
But come thy ways, we'l\ go aXon^Vo^^^^ ^ 

c a 
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And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We '11 light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on ; and I will follow thee. 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 

[£.y/> Orlando. 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I^ but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 
But, at fourscore, it is too late a- week : 
Yet fortune canpot recompense me better, -• 
Than to die well, and not my master's debtor. 
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SCENE ir. 

The Fores I of At den. 

Enter Duke senior, ^AuiEiiSt Jagiues, and four other 
Lords, all in the dress of Foresters. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exrle. 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 
Hfere feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons* difference : as, the icy fang, 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
Which when it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say,— • 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweat are the Uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, Ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
And this 43ur life, exempt from publick hauntj 
Finds tongues in trees^ books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing : 
I would not change it. 

Ami. Happy is your grace. 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into^o quiet and so sweet a st^le. 
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Duke- S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 
Being native burghers of this desert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

Jaq. Indeed, my lord, I 've often griev'd at that ; 
And, in that kind, think you do more usurp 
Xhan doth your brother that hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself. 
Did steal behind 

An oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which place a poor sequestered stag, 
That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord, . 
The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said you ? 
Did you not moralize this spectacle ? 

Jaq. O, yes, into a thousand similies. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer^ quoth I, thou mak'st a testament 
uis worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much : Then, being alone^ 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friends ; 
^Tisri^hty quoth I; this misery doth part 
The flux of company : Anon a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 
And never stays to greet him ; Jfy^ quoth I, 
Sweep orty you fat and greasy citizens ; 
^Tis just the fashion : Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 
Thus picrc'd I through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, 3Dd of this our life : fox wc, to^ \ot^^ 

C 3 
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Arc mere usurpers, tyrants, and what *s Worse, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 
In their assign'd and native dwelling place. 

Duke S. Show me the place ; 
I love to cope you in these sullen £ts, 
For then you 're full of matter, 

/aj. I '11 bring you to it straight. 

[Exeunt. 

\ SCENE III. 

An jiparimenf in the Palace. 

Flourish of Drunts and Trumpets. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Eustace, Louis, Genilemeti^ 

and Guards. 

Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man saw 
them ? 
It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

Loiiis. i cannot hpar of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants pf her chamber. 
Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early. 
They found the bed untreasur'd of their ihistress. 

EusL My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess' gentlewoman. 
Confesses, that she secretly o'erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much conitnend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
Thai did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone. 
That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brother ; fetch that gallant 
' hither; 
I '11 make him find him : do this sucldenly ; 
And let not search aitd inquisition quail 
To bring again these foolish runaways. 

[Flourish of Drums and 'trumpets.'l. 
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SCENE IV. 

Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Jaoues, Amiens, and three other Lords j as 

Foresters. 

Jaq. More, more, I pr'ytbce, rtore. 

jimi. It will make you melancholy^ Jaques. 

Jaq. J thank it ; I do love it bcttfer than laughing. 

Ami. Those that ate in the extreAity of either, are 
abominable fell6wi^, and betray themselves to every 
modern censure worse than dranl^atds. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy, which 
is efsfolation ; nor the mu^iciarTsi which^is fantastical ; 
nor the courtifer's, which is proud ; no^ the soldier's^ 
wbich is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which is poli- 
tick ; nor the fedy's, which is nice ; nor the lover's, ' 
which is all these : but it is a melancholy of mine 
own, compOHiJded of many simples, extracted from 
many objects; and, indeed, the sundry contempla- 
tion 0/ rtty tra^vets,' iti which my often rui!nination 
vrrapis me, is a tiiost hatAbaroasf ^dness. — Sing, I 
pr'ythee,. sing.' 

Ami. My voice is ragged ; I know, I cannot pleas6 
you. 

Jaq. I dor not desire you to pled:s6 me, I do desire 
you to sing.^— ^I cian suck melancholy out of a song, 
as a weasel sucks eggs. — Come, wa'fbte, warble. 

' Amibns sings. 

Under the green-wood tree^ 

Who loves to lie with me^ 

And tune his merry note 

Unh the sweet bird^s throaty 
Comt hither, come hither^ come hither ; 

Here shall he see 

tfo enemy ^ 
Bat iifiMer ahd r&ugh tueather. 
' C4 _ 
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Jaq. I '11 go sleep, if I can ; if I cannot^ I '11 rail 
against all the first-born of Egypt. 

\Atni. And we will go seek the Duke : his banquet 
is prepar*d. 

\E,xcunU 

SCENE V. 
Another Fart of the Forest. 

Ettter 'Rosalind in boys clothes^ Touchstone, and 
Celia^ dresi like a Shepherdess^ leaning on him. 

Ros. O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 
Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were 
not weary. 

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's 
apparel^ and to cry like a woman ; but I must com* 
fort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought 
to show itself courageous to petticoat : thereforei 
courage, good Aliena. 

CeL I pray you^ bear with me ; I cannot go no 
further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you : yet I should bear no cross, if I did 
bear you ; for, I thi/ik, you have no money in your 
purse, 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 
TbucK Ay, now am 1 in Arden : the more fool I ; 
when I was at home, I was in a better place ; but 
travellers must be content. . 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone : — Look you, 
who comes here ; a young maUi and an old, in so-^ 
lemn talk. 

Enter Silvj^s, and,^o^r». 

Cor. That is the wiiy to make her sqorn you still. 

Sil. O Corin, that thoq knew/st how I do love 
her ! . , , :, ,..,. -.-v; ' 

Cor. I partly guess; for I h^ve Jov'd ere now, 

Sil. No, Corin, being pldi ttipu canst not guess; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
A^ ever sigh'd upon a midmgjtvt ^WVovi \ 
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But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so^) 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

5/7. O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily : 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou hast not lov*d : 
Or if thou hast not talk'd as Ido now, 
Wearing thy hearer in thy mistress* praise. 
Thou has not lov'd : 

Or if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not lov'd : O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe ! 

\Exeunt Silvius, and CoKitf. 

Ros, Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy wound^ 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. And I mine : 1 remember, when I was' in 
love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid him 
take that, for coming anight to Jane Smile : and I re- 
member the kissing of her batlet, and the cow's dugft 
that her pretty chop'd hands had milk'd : and I re- 
member the wooing of a peascod instead of her ; 
from whom I took two cods, and, giving her thera 
again, said with weeping tears, fVear fhese formy sake. 
We, that are true lovers, run into strange capers ; 
but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love 
mortal in folly. 

Ros. Thou speak'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own 
wit, till I break my shins against it. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla; you, clown I 

Ros. Peace, fool ; he 's not thy kinsman. 

I . . . 

Enter CoaiN« 
Cor. "Who calls ? 
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Touch. Your betters, sir. • 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say : — 
Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that lovie, or gold^ 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment^ 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Here's a young maid with travel much oppress'd^ 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her. 
And wish for her sake, more than for mine own^ 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 
But I am shepherd to another man. 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition, 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed^ 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now^ 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come see. 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and pas- 
ture ? 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but 
erewhile. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 
Bay thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock. 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

CeL And we will mend thy wages: I like this 
place. 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go with me ; if you Hke, upon report, 
The soil, the profit, anij this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be. 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. 
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SCENE VI. 

Another Part of the Forest. 

^Enter Orlando, and Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further : O, I die 
for food ! Here lie I down, and measure out riiy 
grave. Farewell, kind master. 

Orh Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart in 
thee ? Live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thyself a 
little : if this uncouth forest yield any thing sivage, 
I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to 
thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. 
For my sake, be comfortable ; hold death awhile at 
the arm*s end : I will here be with thee presently ; 
and if I bring thee not something to eat, 1 Ml give 
thee leave to die ; but if thou diest before I come, 
thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said ! thou 
look'st cheerily : and I '11 be with thee quickly.— -Yet 
thou liest in the bleak air : Come, I will bear thee 
to some shelter ; and thou shalt not die for lack of a 
dinner, if there live any thing in this desert. Cheerly, 
good Adam ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIL 
Another Part of the Forest. 

A Banquet prepared. 
Musick of Horns. 

Enter Duke senior^ Amiens, and four Lordsy as 

Foresters. 

Duke S. I think he be transformed into a beast; * 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

Ami. My lord, he parted from me even now. 
And he was &ierry> hearing of a wtv^< 
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Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical^ 
We shall have shortly discbrd in the spheres : — 
Go, seek him ; tell him, I would speak with him. 

j^mi. He saves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life is 
this. 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 

Enter jAauES. 

What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! ■ I met a fool i' the forest, 
A motley fool ; — a miserable world! — 
As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun. 
And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms. 
In good set terms, — and yet a motley fool. 
Good morrow^ fo^h quoth I : iVo,. sir^ quoth he. 
Call me nol fo$lj till heaven hath sent me fortune ; 
And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 
And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 
Says, very wisdy, // is ten o clock : 
Thus may we see, quolh he, how the world wags : 
^T is hut an hour ago, since it was nine ; 
jind after an hour more, V will be eleven ; 
jihd so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe, 
jind then, from hour to hour, we rot, and rot. 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time. 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 
That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 
And I did laugh, sans intermission. 
An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool ! Motley 's the only wear. 

[ They all go to the Table. 1 

Enter Orlando, with his sword drawn. 

Orl. Forbear, and cat no more, 

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet. . 

OrL Nor shalt not, till necessity be served. 

Ja^. Of what kind should thU ccxck coiiec^ ^t ^ 
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|- Duhe S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy 

distress ; 
j^ Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 

. That in civility thou seem'st so empty ? 
; OrL You touch'd my vein at first; the thorny 

point. 
J Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show 
. Of smooth civihty : yet am I inland bred. 
And know some nurture : But forbear, I say ; 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit. 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 

Duke S. What would you have ? Your gentleness 
shall force. 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 
OrL I almost die for food, and let me have it. 
Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome* to our 

table. 
OrL Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray you : 
I thought, that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment : But, — whate'er you are. 
That, in this desert inaccessible, 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
LfOse and neglect the creeping liours of time,— r- 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast.; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear, 
And know what 't is to pity, and be pitied ; 
liCt gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knoU'd to church ; 
And sat at good men's feasts ; and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd : 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness, 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be ministred. 

OrL Then, but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles^ like a doe, I go to &ud m^ t^viu^ 
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And give it food. There is an old poor man^ 
Who after me hath niany a weary step i 

Lirap'd in pure love ; till he be first sufficed,— 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger,— 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good 
comfort ! 

[£A?i/ Orlakpo* 

Duke S. Thou seest, we are not all alone un- 
happy: 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq: All the world 's a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits, and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts. 
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant. 
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satcfaeli 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school : And then, the lover ; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eye-brow : Then, a soldier ; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded Kke the pard. 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth : And then, the justice j 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd. 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 
Full of wise saws and modern instances. 
And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ; 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 
His }'outhfvil hose; well sav'd, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in fais sound ; Last scene of all> 
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That ends this strange eve»tful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, ^ans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing^i 

EnSer Orlando w/VA Adam, 

Duke S. Welcome : Set down your venerable bur- 
den, 
And let him feed. 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need ; 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S. Welcome^ fall to: — I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes : — 
Give us some musick ; and^ good cousin, sing. 

Amiens sin^s. 

BloWf blow J thou winter wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 

As mans ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen^ 
Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath be rude. 

* 

II. 
Freeze^ freeze ^ thou bitter sky^ 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 
^ Though thou the waters warp. 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember d, not. 

Dyih^ S. If that you \vere the good sir Rowland's 
son, — 
^JAs you have whisper'd faithfully, you were ; 
^ And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
^ost truly limn'd, and livipg in your face^ — 
Be truly welcpopie hither : I am the duke. 
That lov*d your father : The residue of your fortune^ 
Go to i^y qtve and tell ipc»-7Gaod gVii ts^?iw^ 
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Thou art right welcome as thy master is : * 
Support him by the arm, — Give me your hand^ 
And let me all your fortunes understand. 

[ Exeunt. 

END OF ACT II. 
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A C T III. 

SCENE I. 

An Apariment in the Palace*. 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Eustace, LouiSj 

Gentlemen^ and Guards. 

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, that cannot 
be: 
But, were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present : But look to it ; 
Find out thy brother, wheresoever he is ; 
Bring him dead or living. 

Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine^ 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our bands ; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouthy 
Of what we think against thee. 

0//. Oh, that your highness knew my heart in this ! 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke F. More villain thou. — Well, push him out 
of doors ; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands : 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.'^ 

\R7:euntt 



SCENE lit 

Milter Ori.ando^ with a Paper. 

Orl. Hang there, my terse, in wttneat of isy lo?e : 

And, thou, tbrico-trdwoed qoeen of nigbCi sunr^ 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 

Thy huntress^ name^ that my foil life dolh sway. 
O Rosalind! these trees shall he my books, 

And in their barks mj thoo^bts 1 11 character i 
Thart every eye, which m thii^brest looks. 

Shall see thy virtue witnesa'd every wheoe. 
Hon, run, Orlando i carve, on every tree^ 
The fiiir, the chaste, and onexpvesMVO she. 



lExit. 



Enter CoaiK, and Toucbstoke. 



Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life, master 
Touchstone? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself. It id a 
good life ; but, in respect that it is a sbepti^rd^s fife^ 
it is naught. In respect that it is solitafy, I lik^ it 
very well ; but, in respect that it is private, it is a venf 
vile life. Now, in respect it is in the fields, itpleasetn 
me well ; but, in respect it is not in the court, it is 
tedious. As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my hu« 
mour well ; but, as there is no more plenty in it, it 
goes much against my stomadu Hast any philo^ 
sopby in thee, shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one 
sickens, the worse* at ease he is; and that he that wants 
money, means, and content, is without three good 
friends :-^That the property of rain is to wet, and 
fire to bum: That ffhi t^asture mikes fat sheep; and 
that a great cause of tfar night, is lack of the sun : 
That he, that hath leara'd no wit by nature nor art, 
may complain of good breeding, or comes of a very 
dull kindred. 
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Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast 
ever in court, shepherd ? 

Cor. Not truly. 

Toz^irA. Then, thou art damn'^fk ^ 

Cbr. Nay, I hope, , ; . . 

Touch. Truly, thou art dairitiM ; like an ill-roasted 
egg^ all on one side. ■ -^ : : - ^ ■ 

Cor. For not being at court ? Your reason* '■ 

Toiri^ . Wl^y; if thou never wast at court, thon 
never saw^st good manners; if thou never saw'st 
good manners, (hen thy manners miist be wicked ; 
and wickedness is sin, and siv is damnation : Thou 
art in a parlous state» shepherd.:.' 

Cor. Not a whit,' Touohstone. I am a true la- 
bourer ; I earn that I eat, get that I wear ; owe no 
man hate, envy no man's happiness ; flad of other 
men's good, content with my harm : atftl the greatest 
of my pride is, to see my ewes graze^ and my lambs 
iuck. ^ 

Touch. That is another simple sin m you ; to bring 
the ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get 
your living by the copulation of cattle : to be bawd 
to a bell-wether;, and to betray a she-lamb of a 
twelvemonth, to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldlv ram, 
out of all reasonable match. If thou be*st not damned 
for this, the devil himself will have no shepherds; I 
cannol see else how thou sliouldst 'scape. 

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede^ my 
pew mistress's brother. 

Enter Rosalind, who takes down the Paper ^ which 
Orlakdo just now fixd on the Tree^ and reads iK 

Ros. From the east to western Indy 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
Her worth, being mounted on the windp , 
Through ail the world bears Rosalind. 
All the pictures, fairest iin*d, 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept m mind. 
But iht fmr of Rosalind. 
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Touch, ni- rhyme ydtirsb, *^ht years together; 
dinners, and suppers, add sAbtejping hoiira ex<iepted t' 
it is the right butter^womaA^i rank to market. 

Hos. Out, fool h^ 

Totr/rA. For a taste : — ^— 

If a hari do lack a khui. 

Let him seek ouf Rosalmd. 

If the cat will after kind, 

Sof htsurcy will Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a mt is Rosalind. 

They that reap^ nmst sheaf and bindi 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses: Why do you 
infect yourseU with them ? 

Ros. Peace/ you dull fool ; I found them on a tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. Peace I . 

Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 

Enter Cilia, reading a Paferm 

Cel. fFhy should this desert silent hef 
For it is unpfopledf No\ 
Tongues lUl wug on every tree. 
That shall cmd sajwgs show. 
Some, of violated vows 

• Twixt the souk of friend and friend : 
But t^on the fairest houghs. 
Or at every ^fintmce^ 4ud, 
WiU 1 Rosalinda write ; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heaven would in little show ; 
Helefis cheek, hut not her heart ; 

Cleopatra s majesty I 
Atalimtds better part ; . 
Sad Lucretms modesty^ 
Heaven would that she these gtfis should have, 
j$nd I to live and die her slavi.^ 

D % 



Ros. O wiwK gcn^ Jupiter U*^wbat tedious ho- 
mily of jovo Ebvq raf wearied your parishioDers 
>vithat, an4 ney^c f rj, 4; 4^f}v« p^iexsiy good people I 

Ceh How now ! back friends ?— Sb^pherd^ go off 
a little : — Go with him, sirrah* • 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an hojaoarable 
retreat ; though not witli l>^ sod baggaige^ yet with 
scrip and scrippage« 

Ceh Didst thou hear these verses? 

Ros. O, yes; t beard them all, and mora too ; for 
$ome of them had in them more fioet tbati the verses 
would bear. 

CeL But didst thou hear, without wondering how 
thy name sliould be hang'd. and cary*d upon these 
ttees? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the won- 
der, before you came ; for look here what I found on 
yonder tree. 

CeL Trow yon, who hath done this? 

Ros. Is* it a man? 

CeL And. a cfaain^ that you once wore^ about hb 
neck: Change you colour ? 

Ros. I pr'ythee, who? 

CeL O lord, lord ! it. is a hard matter for fneods to 
meet; but mountains may be reniov'd with earth- 
quakes, and so encounter. ., 

Ros. Nay, b^t who is it ? 

CeL Is it possible? 

Ros. Nay, I pray tliee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it i3« 

CeL O wondcrfal, wonderful, and njost wonderful 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful^^ and a(ter that 
out of all whooping! 

Ros. Good my qomplexion ! dost thpa think, 
though I anx caparisoned like a man, I have a dou- 
blet and hose in my disposition? I pr'ythec, tell mc, 
who is it? quickly, and speak apace: I would thou 
tiouldst stammer, that thou might'st pour thia- con 
ceal'd man out of thy mouthy as wine comes oa|^of 
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fitfmw-ttMMflh^ii bcfitle) either 'tddtaMcb id oHdei or 
none at all. I pry h<^ tak4^ Ibe coi4t o«t df ttiy mcAMly, 
Ihatlway^rtjtiklhytkKngft/ WBaitflmnMrof'kxi&n? 
Is his head wOtft a huti wlA cliiii worth a beard? 
dl. Hw, be bath 6m a littte beard. 
Eos. Wny, heaven will send more, if the man will 
be thankfd : let m^ stay the growth o( his beard, if 
thoQ delay me not the^owiedge of his dhii. 

CeL It is young Orfamdo ; that ^ripp'd tip : Ihe 
wrestler^s heeb, and your hearty both in an instant, 
iiof. Nay, but the devil Caks' mocking, 
CeL rfkitfa^coz, Itisho^ 
Eos. Orlando ? 

CeL Oriando. ^ 

Eos. Alas the day I what shall I do with taiy dou- 
blet and hose? — ^What did he, when thoO saw'at him? 
What said he? How kx>k*d fae> Wherein weht he ? ^ 
What makes he here ? Did fae ask fckuae ? Whefc 
remains he ? How parted fae widi^ ithbe ? atid when 
shalt thou see him again ? Answer ase in ofie wdrd« 
CeL You must TOrrow me GAtegantiia's mduth 
fin^: 't is « word too great for any month nf this age's - 
size : To say, ay, and no, to these partlCQlaia, is fnofia 
than to answer in a catednatn. 

Eos. But doth he knoiw that I ahi in iUis foitst, 
and in anm^s apparel ? Loob he as fie^y as he did 
the day he wieatied ? 

CeL It 18 as ea^ to ooiiht ittomiea, b& to ksoIi^ 
the piopMitioM of a lover :-«*i-biat take a taste of mjr 
findmg him^ and relish h with a good obsemraiice, I 
ibniid him mider a tiee^ Kke a Urc^'d acora . > 

Eos. It may well lie callVi Jove's trep, .vheA'it 
drojpa ftMh soch fruit 
CeL Give me audtentiey ^6od madam, 
Eos. Proceed, 

Cel. Vktrt hqr he^ strrtcfa^d along, like.a wounded 
knight. He was fumish*d like a hunter. 
Mai. O ^diiMuB 1 be icoikiea to kill my heatt« 
Ol. I would ttngmy song without ii burdcni; thou 
bring'st fldc out of tanet y 

J> 3 
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R0S. Bo you not kfiow, I am a woman I wben ! 
thipk, I muBt speak. Sweety say oo. 

CeL iTou bring me oat :— 43oU ! comes he not here? 
Ros, Tis he ; slipk by, and note bim. 

[Celia and Rosaliiid retia. 

Enter jAauES, and Oklamdo. 

Jaq*.l thank you for your company; but^ good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 

OrL And so had I ; but ye^ for fashion sake^ I 
thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. Heaven be with you; let*s meet as little as 
vfc can. 

OrL I do desire we may be better strangers. 
' Jaj. I pray youy mar no more trees with writiog 
lov6i>son^ in their barks. 

OrL I pray you, mar ne more of my verses with 
reading them ill-iavouredly. . 

Jaq. Rosalind is your lovers name ? 

OrL Yes Just. 

Jof. I do not liise her name. 

. Or/. There was no thought of pleasing you^ iviiea 
she was christened. 

Jag. What stature is she of? 
. OrL Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are- full of pretty answers: Have you not 
been acquainted with ^goldsmiths* wiveSj and conn*d 
them out of rings? Will. you. sit down with die? 
and we two will rail against our mistress the wqrldi 
and aU our misery. 

OrL I will chide no breather in the worlc^ but jny- 
self; against whom I know most faults. i 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love» 

On. *T is a fault I wdl not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth^ I was seeking for a : foql, when 
I found you. 

OrL He isdrown'd in the brook; look but in, and 
you shall see bim. 

Jaj^. There shall I see mine own figute* . . 
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Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher* 
Jaq. I *11 tarry no longer with you : farewell^ good 

signior love. 

OrL I am glad of your departure; adieu, good 

monsieur melancholy. 

[^Exif jAauEJi. 

Celia a;7^ RosALiKD come forward. 

Jtos. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, and 
under that habit play the knave with him.— ^Do you^ 
hear, forester ? 

OrL Very well ; What would you ? 

Ros. I pray you, what is *t a-clock ? 

Orl You should ask me, what time o' day ; there *8 
no clock in the forest. 

Eos. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; (Iso, 
sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock* 

OrL And why not the swift foot of time ? had not 
that been as proper? 

JRos. Py no means, sir: Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons: 1*11 tell you who time 
ambles withal, who time trots withal, who time gal* 
lops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

OrL I pr'ythec, who doth he trot withal ? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be- 
tween the contract of her marriage, and the day it is 
solemnized : if the interim be but a se'nnight, timeVi 
pace is so hard that it seems the length of seven year8« 

OrL Who ambles time withal? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man 
that hath not the gout : for the one sleeps easily, be- 
cause he cannot study ; and the other lives merrily^ 
because he feels no pain. These time amblc9 witbaU 

OrL Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows : for, though he 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
aoon there. 

OrL Who stays it still withal ? * 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacatioa ; fot tlvei ^k^^ 

n 4 
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between term and term^ and then they perceiv e not 
how time moves. 

OrL Where dwell you, pretty youth? 
Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister;, here in the 
skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase in so reimov'd a dwelling. 

Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, an 
old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who 
'^as m his youth an inland man; one that knew 
courtship too well, for there he fell in love. I havi 
beard him read many lectures against it ; and I tbapi^ 
heaven, I am not a woman, to be touch*d with so 
many giddy offences as he hath generally tax*d their 
i)^bole sex withal. 

OrL Can you remember any of the principal evils, 
ihat he laid to the charge of women ? 

Ros. There were none principal ; they were all like 
one another, as balfipence are : every one fault seem- 
ing monstrous, till hid fellow fault came to match it. 
OrL I pr'y thee, recount some of them. 
Ros. No ; I will not cast away my {^ysick^ but on 
those that are sick. There is a man haunts^ tbe fo- 
rest, that abuses our young plants with carving Rosa- 
lind on their barks ; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and 
elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, deifying the name 
of Rosalind: if I could meet that fancv-mooger, I 
vrould give him some good counsel, fior nescoDiS to 
bave the quotidian of love upon him. 

OrL I am he that is so Iove-shak*d ; Ipiay yoii^ tdl 
me four remedy. 

Kos. There is none of my nucleus marks upon you: 
be taught roe how to know a man in love ; in whicb 
cage of rushes, I am suye, you are not prisonetv 
OrL What wcrelus marks ? 
Ros. A lean cheek; which you have not: a blue 
eve, and sunken ; which you have not : an pnqoea- 
tionable spirit; which you have not: a beard negl^tecli 
whieh you have not:*—fbut I pardon yon for i^liat; 
for, simply, your having in beard is a ypu0gcr }yro- 
tbet^9 revenue :«-«nien, ^out \vo^ ^^xiXiWii^ s»^^. 
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tcr*d, your bonnet nnbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, 
your shoe untied, and every tning about you demon* 
strating a careless desolation. But you are no such 
man ; you are rather point-device in your accoutre* 
ments; as loving yourself^ than seeming the iover of 
any other. 

OrL Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe 
I love* 

lUs. Me believe it ? you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it ; which, I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she does ; that is one of 
the points in the which women still giv? the lie to 
their conscienoes. But, in good sooth, are you ho 
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind * 
is so admired ? 

OrL I swear to'thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Sos. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak? 

OrL Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
sttuch. 

Bos. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you^ 
desenres as well a dark house and a whip, as mad- 
men do: and the reason why they are not so punish'd 
and cur'dj is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, that the 
whippers nn m love too : Yet I profess curing it by 
counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so? 
Boi. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He wu (o 
imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him 
every day to woo me : At which time would I^ being 
but a moonish youth, grieve, be efieminate^ change*^ 
able, l<^^ng, and liking ; proUd, fantastical, apisb^ 
ahallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of smdci; 
for every passion something, and for no passion truly 
any thing, as boys und women are for the most part 
cattle of this colour i would now like him, now l6afh 
him; then entertain hip, then forswear him; now 
we^ for him, then spst at him; that I drave my 
auitor from his mad humour of love, lo a^ Xvsfvca^^sQ^ 
moiir of 'madness ; which trw^ \o foa^tasK^ ^ ^^^ 
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stream of the world, and to live in a hook merely 
mpnastick ; And thus I cur'd him ; and this way will 
I take upon me to wash your liver as clean as a sound 
sheep's heart, that there shall not be one spot of love 
in 't. 

Orl. I would not be cur'd, youth. 

Rqs. I would cure you* if ybu would but call me 
Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and woo 
me. . 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tdl 
me where it is. 

Ros. Go with me to if, and I Ml show it you : and, 
by the way, yon shall tell me where in the forest you 
live : Will you go ? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind: — Come, 
sister, will you go ? 

[Exsuni. 

iS«/^r Toy cHSTONB, and Avdkey. 

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey ; I will fetch up 
your goats, Audrey: And how, Audrey? am I the 
man yet ? Doth my simple feature content you? 

jii4J. Your features ! Lord warrant us 1 what fea« 
tures? , . 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goatSt as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among Ihc 
Goths. — When a man*s verses cannot be uoderstood, 
ppT a . man's good wit seconded with the forward 
child, understanding, it strikes a man more dead 
than a great reckoning in a little roomt— Truly, I 
would the gods bad made thee poetical. 

Jiud. I do not know what poetical is : Is it honest 
in deed, and word ? Is, it a true thing ? 

Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry b tbe mwt 
feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and what 
they swear in poetry, may be said^ as lovers^ tbejs do 
feign. ; 

Jud. Do you wish then^ that the goda had OMdat 
lae poetical? 
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Touch I do, truly ; for thou swear'st to me, thou 
art honest : now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign.' 

And. Would yoa not •have me honest ? 

Touch. No, truly ; unless thou wert hard-favour*d i 
iot honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a 
sauce to sugar. 

Aud. Welly I am not fair; and therefore I pray 
the gods make me honest ! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast awa[y honesty upon a 
foul slut, were to put good meat into annndeaa 
dish. 

Aud. I am not a slut ; though, I thank the gods, I 
am foul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for ihy foulness ! 
sluttishness may come hereafter. But, be it as it 
may be, I will marry thee; and, to that endy I'have 
been with sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next 
Tillage; who hath promis*d to meet me in this place 
of the forest, and to couple us. 
- Aud. Well, the gods give us joy 1 

Taush. Amen* — A man may, if he were of a fear** 
ful hearty stagger in this attempt; for here we have 
no temple but the wood, no assembly but horn- 
beasts. But what though ? Courage 1 As horns are 
odiousy they ate necessary. It is said, — ^Miany a 
man knows no ebd of his goods ; right : many a 
man has good horas^ and knows no end of them. 
Welly that IS the dowry of his wilb ; *t is none of hif 

own getting. Horns? Even so: ^Poor men 

alone ? No, no ; the noblest ^eer hath them aa 
huge as the rascal. Is the single map therefore 
bless'd ? No : as a walFd town is more worthiei^ ttiao 
fi village, so is the forehead of a married man mond 
)x>nourahIe than the bare brow of a bachelor. — 
Come, sweet A udrey ; 
We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 

^NO OF ACT III* 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE T. 
A Lawn^ before a Cottage in the Foresi^ 

Enter Rosalind, and Celia. 

Itos. Never talk to mc, I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I pr'ythee; but yet have the grace ioco>CK 
^ider, that tears do not become a man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep? 

CeL As good cause as one would desire ; <here!bie 
weep. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would coinetlM 
morning, and comes not? 

CeL Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

CeL Yes : I thinli: he is not a ptck-purse, nor « 
horse-stealer ; l)ut, for his veritv in love, I dk> IJbink 
him as concave as a covcr'd goblet, or a wolriiiMeatea 
nut. 

Ros. Not true in love ? 

CeL Yes, when hic is in ; but, I think, lie is Mt m. 

Ros. Yoti have heard him sweat downright, tie witt. 

CeL Was is not is: besides, the oath en a lovtv k 
no strotiget than the word of a tapster; they are boAi 
the con&rmers of false reckonings : He attends kutitt 
in the forest on the duke your father. 

tljos. I Ibet the duke vecterday, and had .Midi 

?Ue8t}on with him : He ask'd me, of what parenlM^ 
was ; I told him, of as good as he ; so he langfa'd,^' 
and let me go. Btit what taTk we of firthersy tHten 
there is such a man as Orlando ? ' 

. CeL O, thi^t*6 a brav6 mianf he writes btate 'Vttfiwii^ 
speakift hrave words, swears brave oaths, and breaka 
them bravely : bui ^I 's bmve, that youth mounl^ 
and folly guides : — Who comes here ? 
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* « 

Gir« Mistres$5 and master, you have often^uir'd 
After the shepherd, that compUuQ'd of love ; 
Who you saw sitting by in^.on the turf. 
Praising the proud disdainful, shepherdess 
Xfaat was hi\8 mistress. 

Ceh Well, and what pf liim ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play'd, 
Qetweeo the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain. 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you. 
If wvi win mark it 

jKos. O, come> let us remove; 
The sij^t of lovers feedeth those tn love:-— 
Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say, 
I Ul prove. a busy actor in their play. 

SCENE n. . 

Another Part of the Forest. 

^nter Silviits, and Phebe. 

Sil. SwQ^t Pbebe, da not scorn me; do not» Phebe: 
Soff that you love jooe not ; but say not so . 
In bitterness : The ccMaotmoa executioner. 
Whose h^a^ fhe aocustom'd sight of death makei 

h»d, 
Falls not Hofi axe i^wai ^^ humbled neck» . 
But; first begs pardon ; Will you sterner be 
Tb»(V hp t)iat dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

Enter Kosalinp, C^lia, and Corin, at a distanced 

Phe. I wouldi not be thy executioner ;^ 
I fly thee» for I would tiot injure thee. 
ThQi^ telTst me, there is murder in mine eye : 
I^ow 1 diQ frown oq thee wilh all my heart; 
And, if mine eyes can: wouodi °<)w let them 1^11 
thee. 
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SiL O dear Phebc, 
If ever, (as that ever may be near,) 
You meet in sume fresh cheek the power of- fancy, 
I'hen shall you know the wounds invisible 
That lovers keen arrows make. 

Pie. But, till that time. 
Come not thou near me: and, when that ttmecomesi 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 
As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, 1 pray you? [Advancing.'] Who 
might be your mother? 
That you insult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched ? What though you haye some 

beauty, 
(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ?•*--« 
Why, what means this? Why do you look on mc? 
I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
^Of nature's sale- work : — Od's my little life ! 
I think, she means to tangle my eyes too:— - 
No, 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it; 
'T is not your inky brows, your black-silk hair. 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream. 
That ca» entame my spirits to your worship.— 
You foolish shephen], wherefore do you follow her? 
You are a thousand times a properer man. 
Than she a woman : 'T is such fools as you. 
That make the world full of ill-fa vour'd children t 
'T is not her glass, but yoo^ that flatters her :* 
But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees. 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a gck>d man's Idve; - 
For 1 must tell you friendly in your ear. 
Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets.-— 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take bis offer : 
So, take her to thee, shepherd.— iFarc you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together ; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Ros. I pTPy you, do not fall in love with me ; 
Jbr I am falser than vows made in wine : 
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Besides, I like you not:— « 

"W ill you go, sister ?— Shepherd, ply her hard : — 
Coare, sister : — Shepherdess, look on him better. 
And be not proud : though all the world could see^ 
None could be so abus'd in sight as he. 

[Exewt^ Rosalind,. Celia, and Corik. 

Phe, Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of might; 
Wffo ever lovdy tha$ lovd not at first sight? 

SiL Sweet Phebe,— . 

Pie. Ha! what, say *$t thou, Silvius? 

5/7. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

^ie. Why, I. am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be. 

jPie. Silviua, the time was, that I hated thee ; 
Aod yQt it IS not, that I. bear thee love : 
Bujt^ since tb^t. thou canst talk of love so well. 
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 
i will endure ; and I '11 employ thee too : 
But do not loofc'for fiHrther recompense. 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employed. — , 
Know*st thou the youth that spoke to me ere while? 

SiL Not very well, . but I have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds. 
That the old c^rlot once was master of. 

Pie. Think not I love him, though I ask for himi 
I love him not, not hate him not ;. and yet 
I have more cause to haie him than to love him : 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
I marvel, why I answered not again : 
I '11 write to him a very taunting letter. 
And thou shalt bear it : Wilt thou, Silvius ? 

SiL Phebe, with all my heart. 

Pie. I ^11 write it straight ; 
The matter *s in my head, and in my heart : 
I will be bitter with him, and passing short : 
Go with me, Silvius. 

[Exeuui^ 
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SCENE III. 
AMoiier Pari of iii FoteU. 

Enier Rosalihp, sml 0&I.AMO0* 

Ofl. Good day, and happincM, dear Rosalind 

Res. Why, how now, Orlancki ! where have ^ 

been all this while? Ton a lover?— -An yoa son 

me such another trick, never come in my sight mm, 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour i 
my promise. 

Ras. Break an hotir*a promise in love ? H< 
will divide a minnte into a thomnind pwrto, 
break but a part of the thousandth part of i 
nute in 4he affairs of love, it.aiav be said of 
that Cupid hath clapp'd him o* the abonldcr^ 
warrant nim heart* whole* 

Orl Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an you be so taidy, come no moie i 
my sieht ; I bad as lief be woo^d of a soaiL 

OrZ Of a snail ? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for, though he comes alowif 
he carries his house on his head ; a better jointi 
think, than you can make a woman. c5onie, 
me, woo me ; for now I am in a holiday hui 
and like enough to consent :-— What would yos 
to me now, an I were your very veiy Rosalind ? 

Orl. I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; an^ 
you were graveird for lack of matter, yon m^ht \ 
occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when fbej 
out, they will spit; and for lovers, lacking^ aoatM 
the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

DrA How if the kiss be denied? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, ami there b 
gins new matter. — Am not I your Rosalind? 

Orl. I take some joy to say you are^ because 
would be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in hter person, I say, — ^I will not la* 
you. 
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Orh Then, ih min^ own person, I die. 

Ros. Noi faith, die by attorney. The poor ^orld- 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this tinie 
there was not any man died in his own person, vide^ 
licet J in a Ipve-cause. Troil us had his brains dash'd 
cut with a Grecian club ; yet he did wh^t he could 
to die before ; and he is one of the patterns, of love, 
tieander, — ^he would have liv'd many a fair year, 
rtfough'Hcror had turned nun, if it h&d not been for 
m hot midsutnmer night : for,^— good ybuth!— he went 
but forth to w^sh him in the Hellespont, apd, being 
taken ^vkh the cranip, was drown'd ; and the foolish" 
chroniclcWof that age found it was — Hero of Sestos. 
But tfeese arc all lies ; meii have died from time fo 
time, and ^ornasliave eaten them, but not for lovei. 

Or/, it^buld not have my tight Rosalind of this 
thind ; fbr, I protest, her frown might kill me. 
► Hos. B^lhishand, it will not kill a fly .•=— 

Enter CtLiA. 

But come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
cofning-on disposition -, j^rid, ask me what you i^ill, I 
will grartt it. ' 
• 'OrJ. Then' love me, Ros^Hncl. ■ 

Ros. Tes; feith, will 1, Fridays^ and Saturdays, 
"litidaH. 

OrL And wilt thou have me ? • 

jR&jr. Ay, and twenty such. 

Or/. What say 'st thou? 
'''•'Bos. Are you not good ? 

'Of^. I hope so. 

Ros, Why then, c^n ooe desire too much of agpod 
thing ?—CoiTie, sister, }'6vi shall be the priest, jand 
marry tis.— ^-Give me your hand, Orlando :-— What do 
you sayi, sister? 

:Cel. I catinot say the words. 

Moi^ You muft begin, PTtUyou, Orlafidot"^ 

Orf; Go to :— — Will you, Orlando^ have to ^^ife 
this Rosalind? 

Orl. I will. 
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JRof. Ay, but when ? 

OrL Why now ; as &9t as she can marry us. 
Ros, Then you oinst say^-^-f take thee^ Rosalind, for 
V)ift. 

OrL I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 
Ras. Now tell me, bow long you would have her, 
after you have (lossess'd her. 
Ori. Forever, and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever : Kot no» Or* 
lando; men are April when they woo, Deoember 
when thev wed : maids are May when they are maids* 
but the sky changes when they are wives. I will be 
more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock<pigeon 
over his hen ; more damoroos than a parrot against 
rain ; more new*fangied than an ape ; more giddy in 
my desires than a monkey : I will weep for nothmg* 
like Diana in the fountain,— ^and I will do that, when 
you aire disposM to be merry ; I will laugh like 9^ 
hyen, and that when thou art inclined to sltep. 
OrL Will my Rosalind do so ? 
R0S. By my life, she will do as I do. 
OrL O, but she is wise. 

Ros* Or else she could not have the wit to do this : 
the wiser^ the waywarder : Make the doors upon a 
woman's wit, and it will dut at the casement ; dint 
that, and ^twill out at (he key-hole ; stop that, 'twill 
ifly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say,— W/, whither wilt f 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till 
you met your wife's wit going to your neighboilr's 
pcd. 

Off. And what wit could wit have to excuse thfU2 

Ros. Marry, to 8ay,-^he came to seek you thenq, 

You shall never take her without her answer, uqless 

Stt take her without her tongue. O, that woqpia& 
It cannot make her fault her husband's ocoasiq^kt 
her never nurse hit child herself, for she will br^edi it 
. l|kea£DoL 
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Rosalind sings. 

I. 
fVkBH daisies pied, and viokis hlue. 

And lady-smocks all siher-^wii/e, 
And cutkoo'lmds of yellow hue. 

Do paint the mead&ws with delight^ 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married fnen, for thus sings he^^ 

Cuckoo, — 
^ickoOy . cuckoo, — '0 word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear I 

iu 
lichen shepherds pipe oh batehshawi, 

' And merr^ larks are ploughmen* s tlgcki^ 
JVhen turtles tread, and tooki, and dawi. 

And iimidens bleach their siirhfher smocks} 
T^e cuckth then, cni every tree, ^ 

Mocks married men, fot thus sitigs he,-^^ 

Cuckdb, 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — tobrd of fekr^ 
Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

Orh For these two hours, Rosalhicly I Will leave 
tbee. 

Ros. Alas, dear lotre, I cannot liLck thee tv^o hoiurs^ 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner s---^By ti^o 
oMock I will he with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go jour ways, go yout ways ;--»I ktiew^ 
what you Would pr6ve; iny friends told me as mueb, 
And t thdught no less :*««»that flattering tongi^d of 
yours won ttie i*-^*t is but one cast away, and ao^*^ 
eome^ death. — ^Two o*clo^ is your hour? 

Si. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 
fi dy tny troth, and in ^cxid earHeit, and ao^ 
iieavet) medd m^ and t^ all pretty oaths that are not^ 
dangigfous, if you break dne Jot of your nrofliiae^ oc 
come olie minute behind your faoor, I will thiofc yoa 
the most jpathetical bfeak-^promise^ and t^ mdat boL 
low lover, and the most dnwprthy^ of her yott call 

2 z 
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Rosalmd, that may be chosen out of the gross band 
of the unfaithful : therefore beware my censure^ and 
keep your promise. 

OrL With no less religion y than if thou Wert in- 
deed my Rosalind : So, adieu. 

Ros. Well, time is the old justice that examines 
all such ofTenders, and let time try: Adiea! 

lExii Orjlando. 

Cel. You have simply misused our sex in your lov^ 
prate. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, thai 
thou didst know how many iathomdeep I aoi ki love! 
- But it canoot be sounded ; my affection hath an un- 
known bottom, like the bay of Portu^l. 

Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that^ as fast -as yoQ 
pour affection In, it runs out. 

Hos. No, that same wicked bastard oft Veniis, that 
was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and born 
of madness,*-*that blind rascally boy, that abuses 
every one*s eyes, because his own are out, let him 
be judge, how deep I am in love : — I '11 tell thee, 
Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Orl^nd(p: I'll 
go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

CeJ. Look, wbo comes here ? 

EnUr S11.VIUS. 

SH. My errand is to you, fair youlh ;-'^ . . 
My gentle Phcbe bid me |^ve you this : '* /,. • 

I know not the contents ; but, as 1 gueas^ ^ 
By the sterti brdw^ ahd waspish action 
Which idle did use as she was writing o£it. 
It bears an angry tenour : |ttrd6n me, 
J am but as a guiltless mes^nger. 

Ris* Patiraoe herself would startle at thta fetter^. 
Atid pUy the swaggerer ; bear this, becir isHAx^ 
She sayst, I am not fair;, that Hack manncrse^; 

She calls tiie^sd;.ail4 tbat she could ^ot riiHro«io 
Were mail as tare as^phomix r Od*Si my wiU { \ 

^lij^iarajsiiotthchace'thatldohutit; • . v 
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Why writes slie so to me ? — Well, shepherd, well,- 
This is a letter of your own dcvrte. •«.» 

•5"//. No, I protest, I know not the contentis ; 
Phebe did write it, 

Ros. Why, 't is a boisterous and cruel style, 
A style for challengers : why, she defies^ mc. 
Like Tork to Christian : woman's gentle brain 
CSould not drop forth such giant- riKle invention. 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect . 
Than in their countenance :— Will you hear th#: 
letter? 

5/7. So please you,-^for I never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 

Rqs. She Phebes me : Mark how thy tyrant writes, 

[Reads.^ -^^^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^^ she f herd turnd^ 

Thai a maidens heart hath hurried? — ^ 

Can a woman rail thus ? 
Stl. Call you this railing ? 

Ros. Wly^ thy godhead laid apari^ 

Warr*st thou with a womarCs heart f 

Pid you ever hear such railing ? — ^ 

Whiles the eye of nian did woo me^ . 

That could do no vengeance to me.-^ ,' 

Meaning me a beast.-— ^.^ ^ 

If the scorn of your, bright eytie 
Have power to raise such love in mne^ 
flacky in me what strange effect 
'fFouU they wort in nukt aspict I 
' WMes you clttd me^ J did lave \ 
How then might your prayers move ^ 
NciHhat bridgs this love to thee^ 
Utik kH9ii)s this love in me: 
' And hy hi» seal up thy mindx 
fVheth^.:tiaiitiiy jtouth and kM 
fTtll the faithfidoffifr tais 

Of me, and all that I cam ntah$ I 
' Or elsiJfylufMffiy Iwe ekipiif.r . 

4nd thm rU ^iudy 1m> ta (^^ 

»3 
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Sif. Call you this chiding ^ 

(!eL Alas, poor shepherd ! 

JRos, Do you pity him ? no, hp deserves no pity.rr 
Wiit thou love such a woman ? — What ? to xnakc 
thee ai^ instrument, and play felse strains upon tbeeir-r 
pot to be endur*d i-^Well, go your way to bcrt (foji 
Isee, love hath made thee a tame snaice,) and^ay 
this to her ;-::~That if she loye me, I charge her to 
love thee: if she will not, 1 will nevef Imve ber| 
unless thou eqtreat for henr^-If you be a true: loveTi 
hence, and not a word ; for here comes morie com- 
pany« 

JSnier Qhver. 

OIL Gopd-mprrow, fair one : Pray you, if yoa 
tnow, 
Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc'd abont with olive-trees? 

Cel. West of this place, down iq tliq aeigbbpur 
bottom, 
The rank of osiers, by the iqurmuring stream. 
Left on your right hapd, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house (loth keep itself; ' 

' ere 's none within. 

0//. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
Then I should know you by description; 
Such garments, and such yearsj*— Arc not you 
The owner of the. house I did inquire for ? 

C(^// It is no boast, being ask*d,, to say» we are. 

Oli Orlando doth commend him to you both 1^ 
And to that youth, he calls bis Rosalind, 
He sends this bloody napkin.— Are you hcl 

Hos. I am : What must we vioderstand by this? 

0/L &otnc of my shafne ; if you wHl knosv of me 
What map t am,— «nd'bow,.and wby> and where 
This hanidkerchief was stain'd. 
' Cel. I pray:y6u, tell it. 

pli. When laat the young Orlando parted firom 

* yOU^ ' ' '• -■■' . ..-: . vV . 
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He left a promise to return again 

Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest. 

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy ,-r-^ 

Lo, what befel ! — he threw his eye aside^ 

And, mark, what object did present itself ! 

Under an oak, whose boughs were mo8s*d with ago. 

And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragged man, overgrown with li^ir. 

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 

A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself. 

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach^ 

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly, 

Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 

Into a bush : under which bush's shade 

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 

Lay couching, bead on ground, with catlike watch^ 

When that the sleeping man should stir ; for 't is » 

The royal disposition of that beast, 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 

This seen,. Orlando did approach the man, 

And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

CeU O, I have heard him speak of that same 
brother ; , 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv'd *m6ngst men. 

OIL .And well he might so do. 
For well I know he was unnatural. 

Rot. But, to Orlando ;— -Did fae leave him i\ittp^ 
Food to the suck*d and hungry lioness ? 

OU. Twice did he turn his back, and purposM sq \ 
fiut kindness^ nobler ever than revenge. 
And nature, stronger than his just occasTon, 
Made him eive battle to the lioness, 
Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling 
From miserable si Qmber«»-I awak*d. 

Jlos. Are you his brother ? 

f^L Was it you he rescued ? 

Ros. Was 't vou that did so oft contrive to kill hin^ 

Olu *TwwI> but 'tis not I; Id«Mt«hMQ6 
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To tell you what I was, -biqcc my connrrsioni >? - ' 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am^ ' i if 

Ros. But, for the bloody napkiq P— ?* ".•■ :.^ - i' * 
0//. By, and by. — ? : . . , ..{ 

When, from the first to last, betvyixt us t^o, . 
Tears our recount ments 4iad most kindly jiiatb*4^ 
As, how I came into that desert place ;*-^*^ 
In brief, he led me to the gentle dcike« ^ 

Who gave me fresh array, and entertainmeqtt 
Committing me unto my brother's loyc ; ; . 

Who led me instantly unto his cave. 
There stripped himself, and here u^n his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 
Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted/ 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. « : • 

Brief, I recovered him; bound up his wound; •• { / 
And, after some small space, being strqng at bear^t' 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, /' 

To tell this story, that you might excuse li t' 

His broken piromise, and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in this blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That be in 9port doth call his Rosalind. 

CeL Why, how now, Ganymede? swe^ Gany-? 
mede! 

p/i. Many will swoon when they do look onblodd^ 

Ceh There is more in |t -.^^^-Cousin'^Ganymede 1 

OIL Look, he recovers. .. i ' i- ..• . 

.ftos. I would, I wereiat home. 

Cel. We '11 lead you thither:—- 
I pray you, will you tak« him by the arm? • i 

OIL Be of good cheer> yooth >— You a . man i*^ 
You lack a man's heart. , ; -. . 

Ros. I do so, I confess it; ' Ah, sir^ a^bodjtwpdkl 
thinly this was well counterfeited: X'pray^you, X%1\ 
your brother how wcU L cbuntef feilM.V*H^gh 1k>{-'-4- 

Oli. This was not counterfeit ; tlleipe is too great 
testinionj in your complexion^ that it was a ptssloQ 
^f eatnfiisf.' 

JS^^'^ufitterJf^ti I asrore y bu* J 
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OIL Well thctt, take a good heart, an^ counter- 
feit to be a man. 

Rcs.^So I do: but, i'feith, I should have been » 
woman by right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and palef ; pi*ay you, 
draw homewards : — Good sir, go with us. 

O//. That will I ; for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something: Bjttt, I pray tou, 
commend my counterfeiting to him. 

. END QP ACT, IV. 
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SCENE I. . 
. A Part of tie Forest. 

Enter Touchstone, a?ui Audrbv. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey; patieace, 
gentle Audrey* 

Aid. 'Faith, the priest was gopd enough, for all 
the old gentleman's saying. ^ 

;' Touck. A most wicked ^r Oliver, Audrey,. a roost 
vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth hcrt 
in the forest lays claim to you. :' 

At4d. Ay, I know who 't is ; he hath no interert inr 
me in the world : here comes the man you mtcan. 

Thuck. It ia meal and drink^to roe to see a clown i 
By my troth, we that have good wits, have. much to 
luiswer far ; we shall be flouting ; wq canno^ )^ld« 

Enter WihhiAU. 

jyiU. Good even, Audrey. 

ji^. ixivc ye good cveo, WUUani, 
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tnU. , ^nd good even to yout sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend : Cover thf 
bead, cover thy hefd ; wy, pr^ythee, be covered. 
How old arc you, friend ? 

f^ilL Five and twenty, sir^ 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name, William) 

H'ill. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name : Wast born i* the forc$t here ? 

WiU. Ay, sir, I thank heaven. 

Touch. Thank heaven : — ^a good answer :— Art ^rich? 
. PTtH. 'Faith, sir, so, so. 

Touch. So, so, is goody very good, very excellent 
good : — and yet it is not ; it is but so so. Art tboa 
wise? 

fFilL Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou say^st well. I do now remem* 
ber a saying ; The fool doth think he is wise^ bui the 
wise man knows himself to be a fool. The heathen 
philosopher, when. he had a desire to eat a grape, 
would open his lips when he put it into his mouth ; 
meaning thereby, that grapes* were made to. eat^ and 
Tips to open. Ybu do love this maid ? 

mU. I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand : — Art thou learned ? 

#5//. No, sir. 

Touchn Then, learn this of me ; To have, is (o 
have : For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, bejng 
pourM out of a cup into a glass, by filling the OQf 
doth empty the other : For all your writers do con- 
tent, that ipse is he ; now you are not ipse^ for J 
am he. 

miL Which he, sir? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman : 
Therefore, you clown, abandon ,~-which is in the 
vulgar, leave, — the society, — which in thebooriiA 
is, company,— -of this female, — which in the OOM^ 
mon is, — woman ; — which together is, abandon the 
society of this female ; or, clown, thou perishest ; oTt 
to thy better understanding, diest; to wit, I kill tliee^ 
make thee away, t^wislate thy life i^to deatht ^y 
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liberty into bondage: I will deal in poison with thee» 
or in bastinado, or in steel ; I will iMindfr with thee 
in faction; I will o'er^run thee with policy; I will 
Jcill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore 
tremble, and depart. 

Aud, Do, good William. 

JVill. Rest you merry, sir, 

[Exit William; 

Touch. Trip, Audrey ; tripf Audrey. 

[Exetmi. 

SCENE 11. 

A Lawn J hfare n Cottage in the Forest. 

Enter Oliybr, and Orlando. 

Orh Is*t possible, that on- so little acquaintance 
ypu should like her? that, but seeing^ you should 
love her? and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she should 
grant? and will you persever to enjoy her? 

OU. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sad* 
den wooing, nor her sudden consenting; but say with 
me, I love Aliena ; say with her, that she loves me; 
consent with bqth, that we may enjoy each other? 
It shall be to your good ; for my father's house^ and 
all the revenue that was old sir Rowland's, wilM 
estate upon you, and here live and die a shepherd. 

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding^ 
be to-morrow \ thither will I invite the duke, and 
all his contented followers. 

jf^nter Rosalind. 

60 you, and prepare Aliena: for, look you, bei» 
pomes my Rosalind. 

Rm. Heaven save you, brother* 

on. And you^ fair sister. 

[Exit Olivbk^ 

Rm. Oj my dear Orlando, how it grieves noe to aed 
tbce wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Orh It 18 my arm. 
': Ro^4 I AfMfAxkp thy heart had been wounded frit| 
<hec|aw»oiralk% 
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! Orl. Woooded it is,-but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell yon how I counter- 
feited to swoon, wlicn he showed tne your handker- 
chief? 

OrL Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, 1 know where yx>u are t— Nay, 't is truer 
there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and Caesar's thrasonical brag of — I came, 
law, and overcame : For your brother and my sister 
DO sooner met, hut they looked; no st>oner look'd, 
but tliey lov'd ; no sooner lov'd, but they sigh'd; do 
sooner sigh'd, hut they ask'd one another the reason; 
no sooner knew the reason, but they sought the re^ 
incdy: and in tlicse degrees have they made a pair of 
stairs to marriage; they are in the very wrath -of love, 
and they vvill together; clubs cannot part them. 

OrL They shall l)e married to morrow; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thing it is, to look into happiness through another 
inah*s eyes I By so much the more shall I to-morrot 
be at the height of heart- heaviness, by how ranch I 
shall think my brother happy, in having what ho 
vishes for. 

Ros. Why then, tOrmorrow I cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind ? ^ 

OrL I catt live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know of me then, (for now I speak to soroo 
purpose,) I can do strange things: I have, since J wis 
three years old, conversed with a magician, most pro- 
found in this art, and yet not damnable. If you do 
leve Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries 
it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall yoa 
marry her: I know into what srraits of fortune ahi^is 
driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it appdar 
not ioconveniejit to you, to set her before your eyes, 
human as she is, and without any danger. 

OrL Speak'st thou in sober meanings ) . ' 

Ros. By my lifej I do; which I. tender ddaidy, 
/licu^faliaay I am ^nia^oan; TU^I^m^ ^at |t>a 
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in your best array ; bid your friends ; for, if you will 
be married to-morrow, you shall; and to Rosalind, 
if you will. — Look, here comes k lover of mine, and 
a lover of hers. 

Enter Phebe, and.SiLVivs. , 

P^e. Youth, you have done me much uhgenlle- 
ness. 
To show the letter tha* I writ to to*J. .' ' 

Ros. I care not, if I have: it-is My stlidy^ 
To seem dcspitefel arrti urtgentle to you: " ' 
You are there follow'd by a taUbful shephwiv ■ 
Look upon him, love him; he worships you. 

Phe. Good shepherd, tell' 'this youth what 'tis to 
love. , . 

5//. It is to. be all made of sighs and fears,;— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Fke. And I for Ganymede. 

Ori. And Ifor Rosaliad. . - , . 

Bos. tAnd I for no woman. . 

SiL It is to Be all made of (ailli and servifce.;— " 
And 90 am I for Phebo, 'n 

I'he. And i for Ganymede. 'V 

■ Orl. And I for Rosaliad- • : ' ■ 

Ros. And I for no woman -—Pray you, no more of 
this ; 't is like the Howling of Irish wolves' atjainst the 
moon. — I will help you, [To SlLv^us] if I can : — I 
would love you, [To pH£B_t:]^i/ I could. — Anon lotbet 
ma all together. — I will naarry you, [To Phebe] i^ 
ever I marry woman, and I'll he married to-morrow; 
-r-I will content you, I/T^Silvxus'] if what pleaie» 
you contents you, and you sliallte trtarriM to"-ni6r- 
row : — 1 will satisfy you, [To- ORtANDoJ if ev^r I sa- 
tisfied man, and you shall he rnarried'to-raorrow,' — 
As you love R<)salind> meet »— -as you loye Phebe, 
meet ; — and, as I love no woman, I 'II toceuT— So, f4re. 
you'weil ; I have left you commk'bds. " " ' ■ • *" 

&V. I'll not fail, if I live. . .. , '' -, 

PA*.. JsTpr.L . - ■. .. ■ ■■ ■ ■ \ 

orLii&ti: ,: . . .^.: '],-' ;;;.■■,,.■; ■■ ^ 
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SCENE III. 

Another Pari of the Forest. 

EuSer Duke senior^ Orlakdo> Olivbr> CELikf 
JkQj^BS, SiLVius, and Phebe. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe^ Orlando^ that the bof 
C^an do all thU that be hath promised ? 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not} 
As those that fear they hope, and knov they fean 

Enikr Rosalind, 
Bos. Patience once more, whiles ojar compact h 

You say> if I bring in your Rosalind, 

ITo the Duk^ 
You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 
Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms (o giie 

with her. 
Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I bring 
her? [Tb Orlando* 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms kin|, 
Hos. You say, you '11 marry me, if I be willing? 

[Tb Phebe- 
Pie. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me, 
You *11 give yourself to this most fiiithfill shepherd? 
Phe. So is the bargain. 

Eos. You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she wifif. 

iTo SiLvias- 
SiL Though to have her and death wefe both one^ 

thing. 
Eos. I have promised to make all this mattet evem 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give yodt daugif^ 

ter;— 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter t-** 
Keep your word, Phebe, that yon '11 martry me ; 
Or clsQ, refusing me, to 7ie&,lik\&i^^\icAv^ 
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Keep your word^ Silvilis^ that you *11 marry ber, 
If^he refuse me:— -and from hence I go^ 
To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt Rosalind, and Celia« 

Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born ; 
And hath l>een tutored in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his unde. 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obscured in the circle of tbi^ forest. 

[ToucHSTONi anJ Auohev without^ 

Teuch. Come along, Audrey. 

Jaq:. There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming ^o the ark !. Here comes % 
pair of very strange beasts, \wbich in all tongues ace 
caird fools. 

Enter Touchstone, and Audrey. 

* 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you ^stll ! 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome: This is the 
motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often met 
in the forest : he hath been a courtier^ he swears. 

Touch, If any man doubt that, let hipa put me fo 
my purgation. I have trod a measure ; I have flat- 
ter'd a lady ; I have been politick with my fi*iend, 
smooth with mine enemy ; I hKve undone three tal;> 
lors ; I have had four quarrels, &nd like to have fought 
one. 

Jaq. And bow was that ta'en up? 

Touch. !Faith, we met, and found thp quarrel was 
upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause ?---Grood my lord, like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch* Heaven *ild you, sic ; I de^vc^ ^cwl K:fl ^<5t 
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like. I press in here^ sb^ aaloogs^t the test of tlpi^ 
country copulatives^ to swear, and to forswear ; ac^ 
cording as niarriage binds, and blood breaks :-*-iL 
poor virgin, sir,---ran ilKfavourM thing, sir, but mine 
own ; — a poor humour of mine, sir, to take that that 
no mad else will : Rich honesty dwells like a misel!^ 
sir, iti a ppor bouse ; as your pearl, in your foul 
oyster- 

Duke S. By my faith, be is very swift and senten* 
tious. 

Touch. According to the fooFs bolt, slr^ and such 
dulcet diseases. * 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause : HOw did you find 
the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie s/even times removM; — ^Bear 
your body more seeming, Audrey t — as thus, sir. I 
did dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he 
beat me word, if I said his beard was not cut well^ 
he was 'in the mind it wa< : This is callM the Reform 
pomrieous. If L sent bira word again, it was not well 
cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please him^ 
self: This is calTd tlic Quif modes L If again, it was 
not well cut, he disabled my judgement : This is 
caird the Reply churlish. If again, it, was not well 
cut, he would answer, I spake not true: This ia 
caird the Reproof valiant. If again, it was not well 
cut, he would say, I lie ; This is call'd the Counters 
check (piarrelsome t and , so to tlie Lie circumstantial^ 
WfxAihc Lin direct. 

Jaq^ And how oft did you say, his beard was not 
^ell cut? , • . . 

^ Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie drewm* 
stant)aly nor he durst not give me the Lie direct ; woA 
so we measured swords, and parted. 

Jaq. Cai) you nominate in ordfer nol¥ the degrees of 
the lie? - 

. Touch., O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book] 
a^ you have books for good manners : I will name 
you the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous j 
thc^ GccQud, the QmpiQiodsk-v^bfithicdi the K^ply 
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churlish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, 
the Counterdieck quarrelsome ; the sixth* the Lie with 
circumstance ; the seventh, the Lie direct. All these 
you may avoid, but the He direct; and you may 
avoid that too, with an If. I knew when seven jus- 
tices could not take up a quarrel ; but when the par- 
ties were met themselves, one of them thought but of 
an Iff as, If you said so^ then I said so ; and (bey shook 
hands, and swore brothers. Your ^ i» the only 
peace-maker ; much virtue in If. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? He 's as 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and. 
under the presentation of that^ be shoots ht» wit. 

Enter jAauES de Bois. 

Jaq. de B. Let m^ have audience for a word^ Or 
two: 
I am the second son of old sir Rowland^ 
That bring these tidings to this fair asiembly :— ^ 
Duke Frederick, bearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted ta this forest. 
Addressed a mighty power, which were on footi 
In bis own eonduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword: 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man. 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise, and from the world : 
His crown bequeathing to bis banished brother. 
And all their lands restored to them again 
That were with him exil'd : This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man ; 
Thou ofFer*st fairly to thy brother's wedding* 
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Pntef two Cupids^ waving on eight Masquers 

^ Danc0. 

Enter Hymbit. 

Hymen sings. 

Then is there mirth in heaven^ 
When earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good duie, receive thy daughter^ ^ 
. Hymen from heaven brought heri 

Yea^ brought her hither ; 
That thou mighfstjoin her hand with his^ 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 

\^t the end of the ^ong^ Hymek lead^ forward Rosa* 
LiND in woman s clothes: — she ts followed by CelIa, 
in her own dress, — and H ym^n leads away th^ Cu^ 
fids and Masqiiers.} 

Eos. To yoM I give myself, for I am yours. 

IToDuJteS, 
To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

[Tb Ort^ando, 
J)uie S. If there be truth in sight, you arc my 

daughter. 
Orl. If there l)e truth in sight, you arc my Ros4- 

lindj 
Phe. If sight and shape be true, 
Why then,— my love adieu ! 

Ros. I '11 have no father, if you be not he :-^- 

[ToDukeS. 
\ *11 have np husband^ if you be not he :— 

ITq Orlanpq, 
Nor ne'er wepl woman, if you be not she. 

[TqPHEBE. 

Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art toae; 
Pven daughter, welcome in no less degree. 
Pirs^jf ii\ t^i§ fqrest;t let us do thosp ends 



II 



AS YOU LIKE IT, ^t 

That here were well begun, and well begot : 

And after, every of this happy number, 

That have endur d shrewd days and nights with ug. 

Shall share the good of our returned fortune. 

According to the measure of their states. 

X^eantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity, 

And fall into our rustick revelry : — 

Play, musick ; — and you brides and bridegrooms all. 

With measure heap*d in joy,. to the measures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience. — If I heard you rightly^ 
The duke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 

Jaq. de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I ; out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd.— ^ 
You to your former honour I bequeathe ; 

[To Duke S. 
Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it : — 
You [To Orlando] to a love, that your true faith 

doth merit ; — 
You [To Oliver] to your land, and love, and great 

allies :— - 
You [To SiLvius] to a long and well deserved bed ; — • 
And you [To Touchstone] to wrangling ; for thy 

loving vo3^age 
Is but for two months victual'd. 

Touch. Come along, Audrey. 

[Exeunt Touchstone and Audeet. 

Jaq. So to your pleasures ; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Jaq. To see no pastime, I : — what you would have 
I '11 stay to know at your abandoned cave. 

[Exit Jagues, 

Duke S. Proceed, proceed ; we will begin these 
rites. 
And we do trust they Ml endj, in true delights* 
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Ros. If it be f rue» that good wine needs m h^ 
true, that a good play needs no epilogue: 
good wine they do use good bushes ; and good 
prove the better by the help of good epilogues, 
a case am I in then, that am neither a good e 
nor cannot insinuate with you in the behalf o 
play? I am not furnished like a beggar, th 
beg will not become me : my way is, to conjure^ 
^nd I'll begin with the women. I cbarge 
women, for the love you bear to men, to like as' 
of this play as pleases them : and so I chai^ y 
men, for the love you bear to women, (as, I 
by your simpering, none of you bate them,) 
tween you and the women, the play may pi 
were among you, I would kiss as many of you 
beards that pleas'd me, and complexions that li 
me : and, I am sure, as many as have good 
or good faces, will, for my kind offer, when I 
curtesy, bid me farewell. 
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